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TO THE EIGHT HONOTJEABLE THE
LOED HALIFAX.

[This is evidently the original draught of Addison's celebrated LET-
TEJR FROM ITALY,1 and is entirely in his own hand-writing. It is preserved
in the Bodleian Library, and from certain marks appears to have been
in the printer's hands, and printed in folio. For the communication of
this interesting document the Editor is indebted to the kindness of the
Rev. Dr. Bandinel.]

While Britain's thoughts on rising wars are lent,
And anxious montffrchs dread the dark event,
Her prudent lards provide themselves betimes
With stores of flights, and magazines of rhymes ;
Prepared already in exalted verse
The yet unpurchased trophies to rehearse.
Jtfamur or Dunkirk one attacks inform,
Describes the latteries and prepares the storm.
Remorseless in his ire, the FrencJi he galls
At once ivith similes and cannon lolls,
Till to the tenth dull page the siege extends,
Where the town parleys and the poem ends.
Others on naval fights consume their rage,
And in the shock of mingling fleets engage,
Describing death in all 'its ghastliest forms,
Of floods, and fires, and hurricanes, and storms:
Pleased with the noisy rhymes, and vainly proud,
They blame the lingering war, and thirsty for blood ;
Nor yet foresee, by the frail muse beguiled,
The paper which with so much pains they've spoiled
The hidden lumber of a shop shall lie,
Or filled with bombast and tobacco die.

from the loud scene of business far retired,
With milder themes and fainter raptures fired,
To you, my Xord, my grateful muse conveys
Soft gentle sounds, and unambitious lays,
That, big with landscapes, paint tlie happy place
Where all the best of the melodious race,
jBy more than mortal inspirations warmed,
JProin age to age the listening world have charmed?

1 Printed in our vol. i. p. 29.
2 All the preceding 3U lines are additional and unpublished,